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Thrale has fallen from her horse, and hurt herself very much. The rest of our friends, I believe, are well. My compliments to Mrs. Boswell.
' I am, Sir,
' Your most affectionate servant,
' SAM. JOHNSON.' ' London, Octob. 27,1774.'
This letter, which shews his tender concern for an amiable young gentleman to whom he had been very much obliged in the Hebrides, I have inserted according to its date, though before receiving it I had informed him of the melancholy event that the young Laird of Col was unfortunately drownedl.
'To JAMES BOSWELL, ESQ. ' DEAR SIR,
'Last night I corrected the last page of our Journey to the Hebrides. The printer has detained it all this time, for I had, before I went into Wales, written all except two sheets. The Patriot was called for by my political friends on Friday, was written on Saturday, and I have heard little of it. So vague are conjectures at a distance2. As soon as I can, I will take care that copies be sent to you, for I would wish that they might be given before they are bought; but I am afraid that Mr. Strahan will send to you and to the booksellers at the same time. Trade is as diligent as courtesy. I have mentioned all that you recommended. Pray make my compliments to Mrs. Boswell and the younglings. The club has, I think, not yet met.
ter by trade, seeing his beaver in a state of decay seized it suddenly with one hand, and clapping him on the back with the other, " Ah, Master Johnson," says he, "this is no time to be thinking about hats." " No, no, Sir," replies our Doctor in a cheerful tone, "hats are of no use now, as you say, except to throw up in the air and huzza with," accompanying his words with the true election halloo.'
1 See Boswell's Hebrides, Oct. 19,1773. Johnson thus mentions him ( Works, ix. 142);—' Here we had the last embrace of this amiable man, who, while these pages were preparing to attest his virtues, perished in the passage between Ulva and Inch Kenneth.'
3 Alluding to a passage in a letter of mine, where speaking of his Joiirney to the Hebrides, I say,' But has not The Patriot been an interruption, by the time taken to write it, and the time luxuriously spent in listening to its applauses ?' BOSWELL.
'Tellment, and I believe you speak sincerely.'
